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XTgt Idasata
Che brought a splendid wreath of rose bads white.

And laid them by a to sab.
One on whose cheoss the dusky shadss of night

Melted ia quadroon bloom.

Ste, she was young. KangUt of remembrance dread
Sad slarery eonld traee.

The cycling sans that circled 'round her head
Told freedom for her race.

"Why bringest thou this wreath f flowers to-da-y!

An armless veteran aid;
Tell me that I upon his tomb may ley
The crowning for your dead."

"Yea, thine and mii.e! Formal tyred Lincoln's bier,
I wrought in sunlight fair.

Although his ashes may not slumber here.
His soul is everywhere!

What mattered it if on aa uolcnown grere
Her tribute dear was laid.

While pean ringing from each costly nave
Teld nations accolade.

For all! lib great soul, reaching far and wide.
Embraced in one grand olan

The J-- etherhood of God in faith he died
And brotherhood of man!

perleneed bands cf this arietocratle, ennuled club-
man, who being bored to death, strollsd intothe
concert ball one nfsht and seeing ber, decided
that that little beauty should love him.

It waa a strange combination. He waa tha
bearer of one of the oldest and proudest names
in New Verk. and the, a daughter of the lvaa.

When her eotateme.it was finished she did
not renew it; and now behold Btty araln trans-
formed. Her little bands blazed with costly
rinss; diamonds ss big as peas shook in her
pink ears: the snspelv form was clothed in the
most stunning gowns, and she took ber airing
every day in the park in her own victeria.

She was madly bappr-lntoxtc- ated with bliss.
In lot with luxury indeed, but more in love
with ber hsndieme, languid lover. He was
lazily devoted to her. Stretched on the velvet
cushions in ber little appartments, idly puSng
bis cipsr he watched with cynieal eurioiity ber
pretty transports when be presented ber with
some osw bauble, tie found this girl from the
psoole atethr interesting study to him not
half -- bad amusement And she! She wor-
shiped him.

But Betty's dreatn was to be short She bad
fancied in bar ignorance that it was to last
fcrevrr while with him it was pimply a Dew
sensation a fresh experience. One day ehe
received a note from br old manager. Mr. Rial.
When could b- - gee ner in reference to to en-
gagement! He sincerely honed she bad not
given up her career, and eo on.

Sbt tossed it to her lover , with an amused
emil. He read it carefully, then said:

-- Better look in nn the old duffer, little girl,
and tee what he's got to offer.'

"To offer!" ahe repeated wcnderinsly. Wby,
would you bo willing I should go back to the
stare ejrainr

"Wvll darlinr, you see this sort of thine cant
always go or, and I should like to know you
were in a s'.ution to be comfortable. "

He carefully avoided looking at her aa he
srolre.

"Poor little devil, it's well she should hear it
rt ae )at." he s.iid to himself.
She stared st him with wide, frichtened eyes.

Whr.t could be tnesnf Whr could not their
- 'ss happy life go on forever in this faih-ton- ?

from ber chair and ran to him
tikhira what crnel thine he meant, but lauch-iurlijrhtl- v,

he put her aMdowith smoothing ca-re- s,

saline he only rnent to tear her.
The rest day bavine been to see Mr. Rial and

to tell him that she shonid not return to the
ta?e for the present, on em erring from the

ti.fatr she noticed a creat throng of people
pouring into a baildine near by. Pausing, she
asked an cE"er the attraenon?

"It'a the pieture, Missthe answered, touch-
ing bis hat.

"The pictnre! whst picture?"
"It's a graud picture ut the Savior. Miss.

tht' now on exhibition in that same building,"
he aid.

Pettr started a little hesitated then said to
her reachman:

You can wait here I am going to look at
the picture."

Sh came into a large room, darkened
for a flood of light which noured down directly
nnon the great canvas stretched out before ber.

to address eoloreoTosxrtt!:3 la cue of ths
lsr;s eb arches of ths city; To Cclocsl IUy wis
assigned the duty pf offering the closing prayer.
It was bis purpose te coaclude the Inrocatton
in this fashion: VBnsg us a1! at last, white
and black, no wanderer lost. Into the bleod-washe- d

throne," but an unfortunate slip of ths
tongue converted the final vVords into "the
white-washe- d throng." The colored brethren
started in wonder and the prayer came to a
sudden end.

FASHION'S FANCIES.

The full un draped back is seen on many new
gowns from the best bouses. j

Long white ostrich plumes will be worn upon
many of the stylish "picture hats" during the
summer.

The ueeordion-pleate- d skirt that opens or shuts
wim each tteoof the wearer is much liked for
the new mohair stuffs.

The nsefnl blouse waists are now made in blue
or pick as well as searlet surab, and worn with
laee skirts for the house.

Simple woolen mantles &ro trimmed down the
front and around the Deck with a knife pleating
of silk of tne same color.

Many Ion? loops of ribbon falling from the
throat and caueht in at tne waist are supposed
to give style to cotton morning gowns,

Overskirts are not cut in set fashion any
more, drapery being obtained by tacking the
breadths of the sown to the foundation quite at
taste, caprice or convenience.

The house-bodice- , now so mush to the fore, is
not much but a yoke with a full ruffle sewed
upon it, the ruffle long enough to come six
inches below the belt, four on the ,'iips aud five
behind.

Big aprons of spotted cream mull, lace-edge- d

and finished with a sash of pongee or moire, are
worn at breakfast or tea time by fashionable
young women, and are simply too fetching for
anything.

An observant eritie says anent the ''Spanish
poke:" "It is impossible to wear a veil gracefully
with the uncouth shape the effect being al-
ways that of a fly-ne- t draped across a Dutch
gable roof."

Fashion now allows a length of broad lace so
it be ef good quality the kind is immaterial to
be draped about the shoulders and simply knot-
ted at the breast, as a finish to almost any half
dress gown.

New York Post: Many women who have grace-
ful fieures will wear, upon the promenade and
for visiting, stylish toilets with very deep point-
ed waists, to which are applied full skirts laid
in flat pleats from front to back, the pleats over
the slight tournure increasing in width to give
additional fullness.

Among the elegant novelties for traveling
wear are dust cloaks made of twilled silks of ex-
tremely firm texture and admirable coloring.
These protective wraps are made like the Kil-larn- ey

or Irish peasant cloaks of blush worn
last winter. They are smocked aroond the
throat and hang straight, the wrap reaching to
the foot of the skirt all arouud. They are
simply hemmed and fsetsned with moire rib-
bons at the throat. A few are finished with a
hood at the back. Russet-brown- , dark terra-
cotta, dote gray and olire are favorite colors for
these.

It is evident that a host of fancy "wrappings
will be seen at the watering-place- s this summer

bodices shaped with wings and short postilion
backs, and small pelerines and mantelets of ev-
ery style, bnt all partaking of the visite shape,
with fronts lone or short. This sort of wran

bad t;;a t$z abtid tzi stationed aft different
points oa the trail. No man could keep up with
Aubrey. He would have sacrificed evsry horse
In the West If cecessary to tho aecomplishmeot
of bis design. It was not money he was after,
but fame. He had laid a wsgsrthat ths trip
would be made In six dava,

"At the end of five dsj's and thirteen hours,
exhausted and fainting, be was taken from a
horse that was trembling from bead to foot and
covered with sweat and foam, at the southwest
corner of the present square of Independence.
He sank into a stupor, from which be wss cot
aroused for forty-eigh- t hours.

A SAILOR'S YARN.

Tlie B!g Bird That Attempted to Fly Away
with av Bo,

fan Francisco Examiner.
Periodically some ship from southern lati-

tudes brines home a story of enormous birds
that have been encountered dnrtnr the tie voy-
age. As the encounter, aa narrated, usually con-
sists of notninr more than tbe sicbt of tbe birds
the statements are passed by aa yarn,
or, if the auditor ia more charitable, be decides
that the narrator has seen a ratber large alba-
tross, which, by tho light or the condition of the
air was made to apear of enormous size ard
atrange color. A few yeara aro a ship brought
to this port a curious monster bird whieh bad
been found floating dead in the sea. It was pro-
nounced a condor a bird found only among the
loftiest peaks of the Andes. It had probably
been injured hi eh np in the air in a fight with
one of its own kind, and had fallen into the sea.
The birds the sailors tell about are rueh as might
come from a cross of tbe albatross and th con-
dor, if snch across wero possible, except for the
size, whieh is greater than that of either.

A strango story told by Captain Putt of the
British ship Talisman, whieh came around Cape
Horn from Liverpool, makes it appear possible
tbat the stories of tne sailors may not be all ex-

aggerations or inventions. 'The shin,1 laid
Captain Pott "bad a bard time from tbe start
We Lad to do a lot of repairing at the Falkland
islands, after going through a gale that almost
aent her to the bottom. From the Horn up to
the Chilian coast wo floundered in a changing

ale for two weeks. One day tbe mate s son. a
f.ad of about fifteen, was thrown by a lnnge of
the shio from his seat on a cross tree into the"
water. The boy was wrapped in a big sou'wester.
A sailor named Banning saw that the boy could
not swim wrapped up as be wss, and leaped into
the water after him. The sea water in this
neighborhood is so cold that a man cannot live
much longer than twenty-fiv- e or thirty minutes
in it

"The attention of every man on board was
given to the two men in the water, but when one
sailor raised his eyes and saw an enormous bird
making direct for the boy he emitted a cry of
terror, whieh was joined in by every one as
soon as they saw it. It did cot resemble a
cloud, nor did it carry & roek in its talons but
it was an enormous creature that co two men
would care to battle with, under any circum-
stances. When Banning raised his eyes and
saw the bird, bis first thought was to turn
arouud and make for the ship. Fear took
possession of him, and bis strokes grew less
powerful.

"Seeing Bannings danger, Jamoa Gray
jumped in after bim. Just as be reached tbe
water the great creature reached ths boy, who
was growing very fains. At first the bird
seemed undetermined what to do. It pecked at
tbe boy about the body, heeding cot tbe shouts
of the sailors who sought to frighten it away.

''It was some time before a boat could be low-
ered, and by the time it waa let into the water
and manned the boy had gone down once. His
sudden disappearance surprised the bird, which
was about to turn its attention to Banning,
when tbe boy came to the surface again. I ran
to my cabin and returned with a rifle to shoot
the bird should it grow ugly. When I got on
deck the first thing I saw was the strange creat-
ure rising in the sir with the boy, and its mate,
which suddenly appeared, almost aa large, was
attacking Bauniug. He was on bis back, dodg-
ing the beak of bis adversary and swimmine to-
ward rbe vessel with all bis might I was never
more excited in my life. I hardly knew what to
do. The bov was being carried away, and was
up thirty or forty feet in the air.

'Shoot the bird yelled the mate, running
about the deck like a crazy man. and shouting
at the top of his voice orders that were cot
obeved In shooting, I of conrse ran the risk of
killing the boy instead of the big bird, if, in-
deed, be was not killed by the fall; but there
was not much time to think of this; tbe bird
was still rising, and after a hasty aim I fired. v

"It was an excellent ahot A wing fell help-
less, as if I bad broken it and then the bird
tumbled down into the water. The second bird,
when it saw the boat approach, left Banning
and made a fierce attack on one of the boatmen,
striking him with its foot a blow that felled
bim to the bottom of the boat. Another of the
crew raised an oar and hit the bird with all his
might, when it flew away.

"Banning, Uray, and tbe boy were picked up.
The latter was unconscious, but after a good
rubbine was broueht to. Banning was bleed-
ing about the face and more or less injured
about the body. The wounded bird foutht
viciously when an attempt was made to capture
it It was finally lassoed and taken aboard.
Three weeks afterward it died, and it ia now at
Valparaiso being stuffed. Tbe boy said that
before he went down be felt himself losing
consciousness and grabbed at tbe enormous
bird tbat was hovering over him. He caught
its feet and held on with the grip of a drowning
man. lie partially regained bis senses in tbe
air, but thought be wss higher up than te
really was and did not dare to lt go.

"I have seen raanv big condors and other
large birds," continued the Captain, "but nerer
any winged thing as large as tbi. Tbe stretch
of its wings was over fourteen feet The bead
and neck wero destitute of feathers, and the
former, which wae much flattened, waa skinned
and bleeding. It bad the big, strong beak of
au albatross, and the plum are, though some-
what darker, was not unlike tbat of the latter
bird. Its feet were only partially webbed. Dur-
ing the time we bad it on board and nntil it died
it was not seen to eat, but it slept constantly,
and it took some roach handling to awaken it"

. A GRIEF-STRICKE- N DOG.

A Cowboy's Dog Wo aid Not Recognize Ills
Master When Arrayed In Fine Clothes,

fiew Orleans Tinics-Democra- t.

A cattle man from Arizona, William Wilson
by name, bas just come down to the city and
broueht with bim a dog tbat would nave at
lighted the heart of tbe author of "Sartor
Uesartns." k or the animal flaunts a true Car--
lylean contempt for tbe fripperies of civilization
and the useless adornment of clothes.

Mr. Wilson sent Nugget, the dog, to board
with a coe fancier in a canine boardinr house.
and then went to a clothing store and exchsnged
bis cowboys rig for new clothes of the latest
cut. The next dsy he called on Nngcet
but Nugget would have none of
him. The master whistled to the dog.
petted bim, and made every effort to
mako bim understand tbat affect: on was not
cbanred, even though clothes had been The
dog looked op at the silk hat which bad taken
the place of the broad-brimme- d sloueh to whieh
be Lad been accustomed, sniffed at the dude-lik- e

cane, and surveyed the light trousers from sev
eral points of view, and then walked off to'the
corner of the room, lev down, and rave a lone
mournful howl. Mr. Wilson tried to coax him
out of the corner, butconld not Nuecet would
look up at bim with a knowing expression in
bis eye. and occasionally give the feeblest littla
wae to the end of bis tail, but be could not be
induced to reconsider his evident determination
not to recognize his master in any such ridicu--
Ions attire aa that

Mr. Wilson went to his hotel, donned bis
cowboy's rig again, and then returned to Nue- -

rets quarters. The instant the dog saw bim
be was almost wild with joy, and his delight at
seeing bis master aeain clothed as he thought a
man ougbt to be was almost unbounded.

The Lady Clerks at the Capitat
Washington Letter. ,

The sexes are mixed together in the govern- -
ment work, and the desks of the ladies stand
side by side with those of the gentlemen. Some
of the old lady clerks are fine lookine, and there
is one gray-haire- d lady of tbe Treasury whose
nusband was lren:eoant-governo- r of Ubio, and
the daughter of a Minister to Mexico works
within tbe same walls. There is a fine-lookin- g

old lady in the Pension Office who boasts of be
ing a greet grandmother, aud who wee tbe first
woman cler& ever elected by & Legislature in
this conn try.

Tbe lady clerks of Washington dress welL As
a rule they keep themselres posted on topics of
general interest, and they are good tauers.
Many of them are employed in tbe Post--
office Depattraent. and they do the most
of the dead-lette- r office business. Erery year
abont 5.000,000 letters come to the dead letter
office. Tbe ladies lnok over these letters, de-
cipher their contents end send them where they
should go. One set open tbe letters, anotberset
read and sort them, and another examines and
redirecta tbem to their propar places. Erery
year there is from $30,000 to $40,000 in these let
ters , and a year a the letters whieh eame to
the dead-lette- r office contained drafts And
money-order- s to tbe amount of $1,500,000.
Eighty four thousand letters contained postare--
stamps and Ja.OOO contained articles or merchan
dise. There are on the average about 15,000 let
ters adaywnich come into tbis oQee. and the
women bandlo tbe most or tbis immense matt
They don't have time tt waste over love letters.
and tbe sad stories tbey hear they are bound not
to reveal. It is in this odes thit a wemn nnst

J know bow to keep a secret

c? Tun
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Consider,:.Pock.
Mrs. Chr!stothr Cross-T- hls Ij a r - .

Cf night for you to come borne! - " '
air. Chris rr k . , .

me ti-nVg- " 1 1 Ibt7 7

broken ItKwr,.v Son.
'John." ehe raid, last r?M you tr.tV,- - i , .yonr Ieep a good deal about chtr-e.,-

l- -
I 1"? Mu uiti oea I49I -t- -.

I ate down town at lunch. I'm afraidcot very digestible.

Fair aud Square.
Kew Tork Son.

Dominie (te hatel clrrk)- -I a'pets ytz v...special rates for preachers)
Hotel Clerk No, we treat everybody

here. All we ask is thst he Uhavcs t -- -
and respects the rules of the benaa. J

Love In s Tulaee.
Omaha Morld.

Pnnee Alexander (c? Bnlgaria)My v''--t- he

Lord Hifh Chamberlain tells me that Lvi
Hirbfeather told bim tbat Duke Don it toll t,.that Prince Bighorn toli bla thi Pr;::j imarek aaid I might kie yoa just once.

Princess Victoria How nice.

A Uappy Thought
New Tork Sea.

"Bobby," said bis mother, sternly. 1
ished you only last week for runaiot arsy, sVj
yet yoa have done it again to-ds- y. I itknow what I shall da" '

'Why not give up punishing me, msrscrrt-- s

ed Botly. "It doesn't eeem to do any gaoi

Not That Way Here.
Hew Tork Tribute.

Judging from this paragraph In "The TTti.
inxton Critic, " politics In Washington are a
good deal like politics in this city:

First Citizen I bear Blumeogers bas goaeb-t- o
politics. Is it so?

Second Ditto Yes, he's opened a taloca cathe corner.

A Sensible Proposition,
Fan Francisco Post.

"Papa will never coossnt John."
4,I'm sorry."

So am I."
'You're en acgel.

'You're a goose."
'Then let s fly."

Sam e Up Them as Here.
Ectton Conner.

St Peter Do yea want to get la?
Applicsnt If you please.
St P. Do you thick you are fit to eo la!
A. (hesitatingly) Well, I'm not much ef a

sincer .
St P. Oh, that doesn't matter; we Ure a

paid choir ber to do the einring. Go rigtt ia.

Evolution Never Stops.
Omaha World.

Newspaper Canvasser fa few years fcetesl
Don't you want to subscribe for the D&!j

Ctrrlizer
American Citizen No, Tvegot no use f?i

newspapers.
Dont see bow that can be."

"Why, you see, I have a private wire cf rzf
own to the baas-bal- l grounds.

Broken Vows.
"Will yoa not sing something, Miss Csrtf he

said in a tender tone of voice, aomettinc attass j
to the solemn stillness, the wild tllcnci cf ut
night"

"Certainly. Mr. Sampson, she said, ssdthti
she seated herself et the piano and wgilti;

Tin lonely to-nig- ht love, without you.
He bsd flrmly resolved never to touch iiqt:

again, but be was he pd to bed that clftt
Isooking for 8 mrtLifijX Choice.

Kew Tork Sun.
'Enny good butterf inquired an eld U2y cf

the grocer.
"There's never any flies on cur butter, cad-am- ."

Then the eld lady, wbose knowledge c! Es.
lisb is limlteo, said:

Well, if flies won t eat it laiot good roc:i
fer me," and abe went acroaa the way where
only the choice brands were told.

The tTicked Reporter's Zteward.
Omaha world.

St Peter Yon were a wicked reporter, I see.
and only went to church when sent there to Uke
sermons. How mscy sermons did yen repsrt!

Reporter One a week for twenty yarsi
twenty tiras fifty-tw- o is twice noughts
nonght twice two are four, twice five are ten
1,040 sermons, sir.

"Go over to that fleecy eloil anl lis down
and rest"

"How lone can I sta- - therer

ASCr-NSIO- ISLAND.

The Lonely Little Spot from Which England
Kept Watch on the Great Kaptdeoru

London Dai'y Teltgrarb.
One of tbe last links which connect this tczz

try with whst Ml Thiers calls the Narolet,l4
legend" is aboot to be anapped. In August. IS 15,

the great Napoleon was transferm frca tU
liellerooboc, on toard wblcn snio be bas re
mained since bis eurrendsr to Cant. Mattlacl.
at Kochefort, on July 14, to the Northcsber
land cf seventy-fon- r guns, whl u conveyed htrs
to St Helena. The transferrer ee cf the illus
trious prisoner from one ship to tbe other was ef
fected off Start Point on the 7th of Anrnst at!
on tbe following day the Northumberland, accom
panied by her escorting squadron, sailed for ct.
Helena, where she arrived on Oct 15. Sbortly
before that day the British government tsicd
ful of tbe fset tbat tbe rrencb rrnprcr naa aw
ready escaped from Elba, and had teen tie
cane of all the anxiety and bloodshed to whleks
tbe Hundred Days and tbe battle of Waterlos
gave rise, made It evident that they were Znzlf
determined not to allow their danrerous and ir
repressible captive to get free acain. Accord
ingly they sent a man-of-w- ar to take pocaeasxl
of the Island of Ascension, which Is tbe cearet
land to tbe roes: of St Helena, from which tt is
ssparated by 7G0 miles of water. Ascension bS
nearly in the middle of the South Atiacut
ocean, about half way between tbe coast of
Africa and that of couth America, and Is one ct
the few isolsted or single islands on the fits cf
the globe. Like its nearest neighbor, ci
Helena, It is a barren and rocsy ; spo
originally upheaved from the ocsan if
volcanic action, and tortured by the injstan
ous force of snbterranean Cre luto cousu.s
ous peaks and deeply-sun- k ravines.
Tne Emperor repeatedly expressed, bis costis-tio- n

to Count Montbolon thst if be trusted h:rv
self to the tender mercies of French or IU.ua
sailors in an attempt to escape from St. H fleas
they would throw bim overboard when tbe bctt
which carried Cipaerano his fortunes was fxi
out at sea. The British government bad D- -
up their minds that no such prcrtunty w
evasion should arise. They were well aware cf

the intrigues, bribes and machinations by a

his sister Pauline, tbe wife of Prince Ikrykeie,
bad contrived to rescue ber brother froa I t
custodians at Elba, and were firmly reso.ftJ
that tbey should not bo repeated at St. Relets.
Among many other steps taken by ixrd jtsx
pools Ministry to Insure the safety of ttt
prisoner the Island of Ascension wS
seized and held by an ZZf
man-o- f war and Its crew is 1S15. I rem ui 7

to this it bas remained under tbe custody cf t- -t

British Admiralty, who hav. always spptu-- -

a naval offieer to the command of tbe iaas--j

which has been treated aa thongh it were one

the war ships of tbe Royal Navy.
icMniinn thr are said to Le at tbis EC21
no more than 150 inhabitant, all told. eoc- .-

ing of Enrlten oncers, sesmen. aoa
with a few Kroomen interspersed among taca.
Tbe chief exports cf tho trop.cal Island are ta.
ties and birds' eg?s. and, being within t--o in-

fluence of the southeast trade-wind-s. --?
thirty-eigh- t square miies is blessed wiu -
and salubrieua climate. Yet on the eaurt rz.

face of the island there are less ttaa t--a

ares under cultivation, and accord
a humorous American trarsier, --

recently visited St Helena en As-

cension, the product in which tter c--

abound is rats of extraordinary size anl

with these ubiqo'.toua rodents, waica
a noise at night that sleep was almost
ble. Writing on Jan. 17. 1617.

recoris in mi ic iru --- . trc5
according to Mr. Forsyth, is rsr iro r.
voice-t- hat Napoleon rose from
took bis bat off the sideboard, a larre rst --7
out of it and ran between bis legs. J a.
ish empire will not melt a aiotle cj
size and strengin oy reaaoH v ytj
the Island of Asreueloo as a csval C5
tiny Islet will still have its plaeid TT.

waste of waters, with a smaller ri,Q 3I
even a quieter and less noticed career.

A Sad Thought
ilinnearolis Tribune.

Tbe new elite directory of Ch':J
over 1.000 names. How tcrnt.e it c:ty f;

i

"ia a wbc.s -thatpause to think of it,
of 800,000 people, TW.O00 are not fit t
With. -

. r

tsttiacX Ia i -purchased with s

CmettootJ ItellgUn the Present Dissipation
Among the Feminine "Quality.

Uew Tork Graphic
In the Elevated train durieg the crowded

sorninc hours there enured what Mr. Gargery
would call "a fine figger of a woman" In widow's
weeds. These were rendered more eophstio
by a broad, overlying collar of white lawn and
wide, turned-bac- k cuffs of the same material

"The widow of a bishop at least," one man
whispered behied his friendly newspaper.

As she made ber way through the aisle In an
impressive and self-conscio- us way an Irish
woman nursing a basket sent forth literally an
unholy bowL The inference was that the
bishop's widow had trod on tne Irish foot.

Her face flushed. She raised ber hand aud
caught bold of a tiny purple ribbon. 'A ere was
a metallio gleam. She rested her hand aud ita
conteota against her chin, and cast up her eyes
in an adoring attitude.

The pose was unmistakable. The surround-
ing men looked on with curious ' smiles. Un-
luckily for the impressiveness of the situation
the train swung around the Fourth-stree- t curve.
The bishops widow was hurled against a firm
and friendly man, with wide enoneh shoes to
ensure a footing, the purple ribbon with its
metallic pendant danced in the air. and she was
steered onportunelv into a seat which one of the
men offered, and for which tho ceglected to
thank him.

Altosetber, it was one of those little episodes
thst enliven elevated travel. As it happened
the widow's seat wae next the Irish woman, who
bad by this time forgotten ber pains. At Hous-
ton street a forlorn-lookin- g working girl came
in. The Irish woman glanced concernedly up
and down.

"Ye don't look able to stand. Jis, rest ye
here." She drew ber knees together, pushed
aside the dress of the bishop's widow aud pulled
the gm down onto the spaco between the seats
for whieh the little dividing rail allows. The
bishop's widow waa now recovered sufficiently
from her confusion to show her annoyance at
the liberty.

The surrounding group of men again took in
the little scene. At Chatham square the bish-
op's widow arose, having regained ber impxes-sivenes- s,

and went out, pausing to ask the
trainman if that was the station for the St,

s Mission.
In ths train was a well-know- n woman physi-

cian who bad seemed entertained by the affair.
"What did all that performance mean!" she

was asked.
"It is a present phase in which I am very

much interested. I think it will yet prove of
pathological interest"

"What is the phase?"
"The religious in its relation to fashionable

life. You know the plain, matter-of-fac- t,

sort of religion has all gone
out. The present form is emotional, and bas
various attitudes. The luxury of religious
emotions can't be satisfactorily realized in a
heterogeneous audience cn Sunday and among
the formalities of church architecture. This is
found in what is known as 'drawing-roo- work.'

"I once went to a parlor talk, given, 1 think,
by Mrs. Van Cott.

That waa tbe beginning, but the difference
is emphasized by the different names. 'Draw-ing-roo- m

work' represents tbe top wave of re-
ligious feeling, and has not ao much reference
to the quality of the feeline as to the quality , of
its possessors, many of whom belong to the now
immortal 400.

"This special organization is under the charge
of Mrs. Bottome. whose husband was or is a
Methodist minister. It has been in existence
eeveral years and is so far an organization that
it possesses 200 camp chaira and as many copies
of gospel hymns, which are carried from one
magnificent residence to another as these meet-
ings take place. But ita influence has become
much wider and a species of branch societies
has arisen elsewhere under some common bond.

"As women are my specialty and scratch a
woman you find her nervous I have followed
this thing up with some interest inasmuch as
their emotions are in such direct relation to
women's nervous centers. One of these meet-
ings will be a fair example of all -- The room
was dimly lighted. Mrs. Bottome held a central
seat About ber were grouped some low chairs
and hassocks. The rooms were speedily crowd-
ed; there was no sound but the rustle of rich
garments.

"Presently three young, well-know- n and
fashionable women entered aud grouped them-
selves on these low seats about 'Mrs. Bottoms,
gazing into ber face with rapt glances daring
the entire meeting. V
, "I give Mrs. Bottome the credit of being one
of those extremely, healthy, well 'balanced
women who ia able to stand this sort of thing
without injuring ber mind or ber body. But
she is only one against a thousand who can't
support it

"ihe is not sentimental. She speaks brusque
ly and to the point. She tells blunt truths.
and illustrate tnem witn patbetlc little
anecdotes. She uses her bauds and arms coo
stantly. and gets a good deal ef exercise one
way or another during this subdued hour.
Unhappily, she can't bestow her physique and
ber sturdy mind on her hearers tbese languish-
ing young maids and matrons about ber knees.
and who cling to ber aa a aort of hair shirt
She tells one of ber little stories, and under the
luflueoca of the moment some of tbe women
yield to an expansiveness which, when they bad
been braced up by a hearty lunch, must have
astonished themselves.

"Now, all tbie has been preliminary to auother
large association. It has most attractive feat
urea. It is just the sort cf thing that 939 men
in 1,000 would agree wss eminently womanly
and fitting. But I am cot a man, aud I dont
ears a twopence for the ideal. I believe in doine
all the good you can and saying notbinor about
it, as some one wise man has said before me.
Our friend the bishops widow, wbo performed
ber little act in tbe car, is a representative of
the nev? religious phase. The Irish woman who
gave a tired girl the edge of a seat is an old-fashion- ed

person. The ethics and aesthetics of
the situation yon are as good a judge of as L

"But as a woman and physician I deplore all
this religious ss and habits of in-

trospection. It soon becomes morbid. I don't
believe it is any more wholesome to be always
contemplating your moral and spiritual insidea
tban your lungs or neart or stcmacn. L.vry
medical school will warn you acrainst that Nor
do I believe in transmuting those little kindly
acts which we all are bound to render one an-

other in this vale of tears into waves of religious
emotion."

ACROSS PLAINS ON IIORSKKAGK.

A Wonderful Trip from Santas F to Inde
pendence, Mo,, tn 1851.

Kansas City News. .
Among the deeds of early life in tne West,

the famous ride of F. X. Aubrey, frtm the
plaza of Santa Fe to the public square of Inde--
pendence, uo., aa apjyaicai acuievemeuisiaoue
without an equal. Indeed, it is doubtful if the
history of the world can present a parallel to
that great ride of 800 miles, through a country
overrun with hostile Indians, a laree part of the
distance being through sandv deserts and leading
across rivers, mountain and prairies, with oniy
the aky tor a covering and the earth as a resting
place.

An old resident of this city, who used to know
Aubrey very well, in a conversation recently,
said:

"When I first met Aubrey, about 1S48. h
was a young man of thirty-fiv- e, the perfect
picture of health and strength. Short, rather
heavy set, weighing about 1C0 pounds, hehad
an honest, open countenance, and was one of
tho rising men of the plains. Be was a French
Canadian, came to St. Louis in 1810, and very
soon afterward en gaeed in business as a Santa
Fe trader,' making trips to Santa Fe from Inde-
pendence Ma, and spending the larger part of
bis time in the saddle. He was a noted horse-
man, and spared neither man cor beast when
on a journey. Everything be did was done
with a rush.

"Aubrey made two rides alone from Santa Fe
to Independence. The first was on a wsger of
$1,000 that be could cover the distance in eight
days. He succeeded in reaching bis destination
three hours before the expiration of bis time.
He killed several horses in the ride, and it is
said that the death of one horse on tbe way
obliged him to walk twenty-fiv- e miles to Council
Grove, carrying his saddle on bis back, before
be found another. He was the lion of the
day at St Louis and Independence after this
ride. There were many powerful men and many
good riders in those times, but not one of them
dared to attempt to beat Aubreys record. He
determined to beat it himself, and on a second
wager be left Santa Fe in 1851, and gave the
severest test of human endurance I have ever
known.

I was on my way to Santa Fe (it wae thirty-seve- n

years ago) with a train of twenty-fiv- e

wagona filled with merchandise, and knew noth-
ing of bis design. When we were at tbe Rabbit
Ears, about one hundred miles from the old
Spanish city, we saw a man approaching in a
sweeping gallop, mounted on a yellow mare and
leading another. As be came nearer, mistaking
us for Indians, he whirled and retreated fifty or
eixty yards, then turned to take a second look.
Our wagons coming round a hill proved that we
were friends, and putting rpurs to bis steed, he
dashed past, . merely nodding his besd as the
dust flew into our faces. It was a gTeat surprise
to me for Aubrey to treat a friend in tbat style,
but when I reached Santa Fe I understood it
Every, moment was precious. It waa tho
supreme effort of bis life. Niebt and day bo
rushed on. Six horses dropped dead as be rodo
them.

"His own beautiful mare, Nellie, tbe one be
was riding when bs pisstd oar party and one of
the finet piece of boreeflesb I over aaw, quiv-
ered and fell in the agonies of death at the) end
cf the first 150 ntlts. Several splendid horses

Ctictch from Low Cifo.

SXD OTHXS FTOSIXS.

"JLrcthiT trail pity we can't treat 'ea as w

vo eld kitussgTowled the fether.
wNvr cbd tbebrst tut hurry scd get me

,me whiy," raid btr mother, and this waa

Et.y 's --cilccae into the world.
Bat then thsro was to little roc a for ehlldrea

In tijtrszy, ram.hack!y tenement-hotu- s ia
vbUh Baitr "has bora. Its halls literally
crjrr:d wita tbea, and one could scarcely ellrab

lis ri:ksty t4ra without treading oa them.
Tt?7 crewded the doors, and tbe windows were
Uoeked viOx their pale, pinshed. dirty little

'ftaf. - .

1L3 irs--3- U liaiuj cau us sjare. cix una
pry ntha to feed cod tlx wretched little bodies

U tlzzzt)xv. ii csly Tvlth rigs, lefort
Catty came.

TLs ftt btr and rao.ber would contrlvt to
ccrxp enough pennies together to work the
Cralsr rc jnUrly, bat they found it hard work
to tzl and clothe their children.
' Thebezsela whleh they lived was oca of the

nt reputation ia the wont quarter of New

Ycr'. Packed into lta font rooms were the offal

czl czzzx cf tie city. Ita halls reeked with dis-

cos end rzzs with, the hideous dia of fights
irrnktnstrs.

Ia tlis terrible stew of humanity, this sink of
c!r. cnii cqnilor, ran and oaths, Betty' baby--

VTtrn xrz six years old she was lent on
- . ,. v ..... - ..... v;i v

or--2U-
ty cf soft, curling. blonde hair, big, innc-:-:z

tl-acy- cs, tsd fair akin. People found it
!irl U rcclrt these great, beseeching eyes and the
lli'ZSt tlia cliTr she extended, and many a pen-c- y

CI tie snail beggar carry home t her des-Cl:- -t

rircatJ wherewith to procure the ceces-c::7c!li:3-t;hii- ky.

.

Lie tts qniek, apt ebild, too, and soon
Vl--- :J tbs dcsere! and slansr of the town.
r i r.::ca n en xor ire entertainment oi me

" 73 U tis earner grogjjery when she was
opril cf beer.
-- 1 a t treat little Toiee, and learned

1 rrcfane eonps, which were applauded
scf professional bnrclars and cnt-ll- a

this fyoa Bettj's childhood

TclJ-the- r roiee grew atrongert
t" I rons marvelous steps in the

be in 2 seen by an old eons; and
.' who hired next the roof, be took

to uxzh her many terpiechorean
Procd was Betty when she

"S ia Binmons's saloon, and
Hder cf the Backo ranr. con-- t

ber on the head and told
trrtn
're she saw her father ar--i

assisted her mother in
ithets whieh that lady
the detectives as they

it brother, Danny, a
v;o gang, ahot and

he w&s about
one was more

is orarery. uut
i was taken to a

je foreTer, and
i the dark corridors,
vs as the gallows
!ised Bettys girl

)--a handsome eirL
Sn had quite ran-Sraz- en

look. But
had had 'dry ad-- 1

offer, some way
Whieh seemed in-c- e

sort of mod-l- y

she would send
heat the intruder
7. and-i- t was well
h;ch she mored

d tolerate no fool- -
i

...uaX sficent in dsneing
, wild, fresljivoice any number

tzl it wW decided that, the
J a sooe and dJnce artist.

Uz7 Crst traaent wasUn a low, nnder- -
f tzzzI ecsscrt szlsoa, whera tightly in a abort,
1 l - v T.
i::t7 rr-- 3 CzztizfC fir greater things.

C- -i ciht, as she was in ihe midit of ber
f tat; she saw a group o"!f swells,' as sho
cill:d tbcra, enter. One, a blr, red-fits- d man,

e narniScent fur coat, and whose vast ex- -
r-:- c? shirt-fro- nt was Illuminated bran en or-liz- zz

CiizizzZ pc!slly remarked h?r. She
exsd to stares. of ad

m
cat

v
ration," bus the cool,

.cic:3i:n ctruuny ci tuis person was some-thin- ?
new.

' "Ch was encored as usual, and as abe repeated
c-- :rt t- -s caw the man whispiring to his

vcr:t-sic- ns and pointing ber out, and as she
a kias orer the foot- -

I -- V.U ha eriid quits audibly. "Qid! what a de-

li: :jcs littla beauty shell do."
. ItTrrs tut a few moments later that Joe

T-Z- z, tho tespsr of the dire, approached her
dt'sreatiallr conduetine the stranger.
- ,D:try," hs eaid, 'ere s a gtntlecian as wants
t:? poh-tiry-" .

Detty caueDy tosjed ber head as the big man
Czzi his ci!:n:&tin gaze oa her and said:

VTtlJ, nv dtir, you daneo Tory well who

'Old Jerry Cpsuldina,, ehe answered.
Dca't tll me poor old begjar aliye yetP

"zt," c-- ia iity snoruy, "lies aeaa gooa
1- -;: for bin, too."

yea yea. I d&re say," said the man ia an
manner, "but, my dear, you're

tso pretty to bo throwing away your timo in
tt.;3 ctursd hole you must bare a better
rt--s- e. Very likely you're beard of me Tony
HiU Daitr b Rial, yon know."

Hid net Eettyl Baker & Rial, proprietors
c! Co grandest ccneert sod beer garden ia tne
c'.ty. Betty fiirly trembled with excitement.

'Zt bare, my girl," went on this great man,
(ycu eocs to my plats w morning at

txll-hrs- t 13 and I'll put you in the way of aome--
t-V-

lrr good."
Tea may bs sure Betty's next jig was danced

: triih light Ut and she could not sleep that
" ciht for dslipht and anticipation. At the hour
.eta xrti c;pointd the was on time, and the re--

c-- H cf the interriew was that abe made hr
slittlscrritothscontraet Mr. Rial bad pre-(pir- rd

tzr hxr. by the terms of which she was to
asd dsnce ia bis place of amusement for

Jtrs years. Baheld, Betty then transformed.
Cs had sinris? mastere now and a daccine
t:icttr who tiujht her all aorta of graceful

i,c::x She wes co lancer forced to wear the
; dirty, shabby gowa with its abominable paper
aretes and tawdry gilt anancles, but waa taut and
Lrin trzzz tend to foot in silken ticbts and satin
trczts and tcItci bod tees. Her soft blonde
Lii? trzs shortened co that she might enact the
'i:s ci a tzzty boy a role that suited the little
tzizz ts parfection. Iier killing glances, ber

irtysua strut all speedily became known
4- -d

rzi r tcd and qusUd and besieged. Cham
;anr Cs'srtd liie water for her, flowers and
5rt"3ta were showered en ber, but some innate
catdzsly izstisct protscted this child of the
rireta until she waa serenteen. Her beanty
taw x:z3 sizrply dazzling. 2She was so quick ana
;t:t xzzt in tno ytirs she had by keen ob-crrTit- icu

horned and improved much. She had
cuired a coating of refinement she bad even
c'rppti aw tiring save on extraordinary eca-cica- s.

Che bad broken from all her old associ-c'J.:z- z.

Her father was still ia Sine Sin r, her
rz::htr ia well ber mother was dead cf alcohol-La- .

as the newspapers expressed it, and her
L return tzl siztars were scattered far and

Kittys salary ws,a "anCefent to warrant her
I'.rlzj comfortably, and eten, for her, luxuri-czzl- j.

She bid batrsrer an inordinate love of
Czzrj. Che czsd to stand and stare in the
f'.rn windotra at the costly fabrics therein

. C rl'yti, lzI fancy herself arrayed in them.
I L- -i rrttld lozz to deck herself in the blazing
rzzzz lz TiZizfB, which she eovetsd with all
.rr folixh heart.
- ihs ct W ths Park and watched

C driving. How she envied the beautiful
:ta ehe caw rdlins bv in landau or vietoria!

'. Lr thrro rts something else her yet child-- v

c.rt miri. Teara would rush to her eyes
- its ezxt zt:? ttroUing along by them-t- d

eta z:tzii, wonder what love eould
-- xt-i ths traveitie of love often

i laushed mockinely ia the
yesths who proposed it
-- i methere with their chll

dnllctcsation at her heart
f tbrrat, as ehe noted the

-- f rf nam bered of her
. T3 and a psrtnniai
;

t'.znt 1 crxinst than
1 ts t:? fitl
.csticnata nature, no

evcrv hand.
-- 3G r;y cf lucihlsa

-- 'r:iliin shower to
: ia tho ex

I. 8. L. Thompson.
WlSCHISTIR, IjfD.

Written for the Sunday Journal.
Jane

like aweet bIIs aet to happr tunas
On restful Sabbath afternoons.
So all of life's remembered Junes
Are bound by bird songs, those to these
Wbose throbbing chords, on miner keys,
Awake the old-tim- e melodist.

Too glad for tears, too sad for song.'
They are the gladdest, saddest throng
That fancy feigns when days grow long,
And nights grow splendid; all the air
I s heavy with Jbe smell of rare
J one fragrances that breathe of prayer.

Great clouds of iueense-freizhte- d bloom
Awaken, with their blent perfume.
Vague whispers in a darkened room

- Tor May is dead, and on the wet
Mess rose bud's lashes tremble yet
The diamonds of a vain regret.

Now. when the shine sod shadow meet,
There falls upon the yellow wheat
A pattering of many feet
Tbst bring the early harvest rain.
The tear-drop- s of a nameless pais,
Jcr days that never come again.

As sunshine upon golden sheaves.
Or daw-drop- s upon dead rose leaves.
The dreams the loom of summer weaves
Glow with the giory loving lends.
Or drop like kisses over friends
When rest begins and labor ends.

Edwin S. IlorKins.

Eo Route to ShIIoU.
(Impromptu lines written by Henry B. Hibben,

chaplain United States navy, upon the deck of the
steamboat "John J. Roe," one of the fleet that trans-porte- d

Grant's armv to Pittsburg Landing, during the
month of February, 1862.

The soldiers' of the Union,
Who marched to Doaelson,

And 'mid the snows of wister
-- So nobly fooght, and won-- -

The soldiers of the Union, ,
All loyal men and free.

Are cn an unknown journey
Far up tho Tennessee. ' '

t

A hundred steamers crowded
From upper deck to hold.

Move np the swelling river,
'Gainst current strong and bold.

Hcrse, rider, mule and driver,
Apd regiments cf men,

U. down at night to slumber
In one one capacious den!

No one of all our cumber
Can tell us, whither bound, v

Where we shall meet our foetnen.
Whan hear the cannon sound.

The signal of the oneet.
Or when the rebel yell

Shall break with Sendish fierceness
From wooded field or fed.

"Come hither," said a soldier,
"With trembling. roiee and low.

Who lay half dazed with fever
In the aiek bay of the Roe.

' ' dreamed of home, this morning.
Sweet home I long to see;

I clasped the fiasd of mother.
And saw her smile on me."

i ...Hetker afar art piaing '

For him thy gallant son, .

Who, 'neath the starry banner,
' To the battle-fiel- d has gone.
Perhaps e'en now thou prayest,

"God bless the absent one!"
And he lies there eo lowly.

His life-wor- k nearly done.

Still, up the foaming river
Our fleet moves slowly on;

The flag of stars shove us
Shines in the setting aun.

Thus the army of the Union
Grsnt's brave and loyal free-- Go

on their unknown journey
Far up the Tennesse.

Written for the Sunday Journal.
Spring Poetry.

On the property possessor cow the wicked old asses
sor

Steals with watchful eye aud stealthy, catlike tread.
But the honest old p. p. soon lets the villain see

u hat a good thing tie to have a level head.

So he smilee on the asaeasor, doee the property pos
sessor.

And he bids him take a seat ard rest a while.
Hi look is mild and frank aa the o. a. filla the blank

With an honest valuation of his pile.

"Have you stocks or bonds?" 'Not any that is,
that'a worth a penny."

"No horses, cows, or sheep, or mules, or sues;
No dogs of either seat" "Sir, my wife won't let 'em

ex her." ,

And so desn down the list he passes.

"Oh, that old plug is Josle's, and the cow is Uncle
Moss's, i

T3ut if you want to, why, jntt nut 'em down.
That dog! Oh, he's a stray Tom found the other

day;
Some farmer lost him, 1 expect, in town."

"You won't take that old phaeton, the one that John
rot beat on J

Waal, put her in, well say, at fifteen dollars.
That crazy old piannerf It Vlongs to Sitr Hanner,

'Taint hardly worth a box of paper collars.

"My wateM Twaa bought for gold, but then its
dreadful old, '

I've tried to give the old thing to the boys.
The one that Joaie carries? I reckon Jhat is Harry's,

Her beau, that's him out in Illinois.

"Waal, yes, I guess that'a fair;" and then he takes a
swear

To the lies he's told about his pelf and plunder.
And the wicked old assessor leaves the property pos-

sessor
Thinking, "Can't some honest people lie like thun-

der!' v

Columbus, MayI26.

Written for the Sunday Journal. ,

A Lament,
Each day in the papers I see

Neat verses and rhymes by the score;
Why is it they come rotto me? '

I've knocked at the fair muses' door;
I walk while I'm longing to soar,

My rhymes with the sense will not mate;
la vein do I moan and deplore

Must commonplace prose be my fate1

With Herriek and Praed I am free.
Know Dobson and Lang to the core;

In each I have searched for the key;
Alas! I'm worse off than before.

I've ielved into picturesque lore.
Gone deep into method and gait.

Fezasus, will you not go out
Must commonplace prose be my fate?

e

I've scribbled of land aud of sea,
i)t meadow, cf dell, and o! shore;

Of maidens' tie fairest that be,
Of lovers that pleaded and swors;

Yet somehow my lines are a bore.
At least to my critic Miss Kate.

Who says she will resd them no more-M- ost

ccmmonplace prose be my fate?

Alst that it's so. Once of yore
Net sense to the song did' relate.

When ltdies some sympathy wore
ot eon.m&npiace prose was oar la'.el

e

Written for tie Scndar Journal.
Violets and Roses.

Violets of smsthyst.
Deepest, darkest blue;

In the morning netriy kissel
By the lovir.g dew;

These to many a on may be
Sweet as summer skies.

But the violet for me
la in eom one'e eyes. y

Rotes richest pink crrsi.
Fragrant, large or sen all;

i Waiting odor overhead
Or upon the waii:

These upon some maiden breast
Unsaid words mav speak.

But the rose that I .ove best
Bloc mi in some oaes cheek. -

Colonel Key's Slip of the Tongue.
Sew Tcrk Evening Sun.

An interesting fieure in the Methodist con-
ference is Col. John W. Ray, of Indianapolis,
who succeeded to the seat of nt gov-
ernor Cumbaelc. He Las a shrill, penetrating
voice, and, like other lawyers in the conference,
talks on about every subject that comes up.
r5ome of bis fellow-delegate- s telle a good story
about an experience be had at Atlanta 'a few
years ago. He and a party of friends bad gone
down to attend an international Snnday-etnoo- l
coarcation. Ol eieaiog tbsy vers til lavitti

Little croups of people were sitting about, la-di- e,

workingraen, businees men. and as Bettr
t down her Parisian gown brushed the folds

of the dress of a Sister of Charity.
1 am not coine to describe this pieture. It is

enough to any that it was a representation of
the supreme neony.of the Divine One.

Jiett v had beard of God. She hadavagtfe,
indefinite idea that there was someone far away
thai ruled the universe. he had never beard
Him referred to save by the oaths of the Bucko
gang, or by the sscptietal allusions of her lover
and his friend. She had never heard the story
of the tragedy depicted before ber, and waited
impatiently to hear what the clerical-lookin- g

man who was about to explain it bad to say
He told in a simple, straightforward, earnest

and yet dramatic manner the story of that stu-
pendous sacrifice. Many of his hearers were
Tisiblr affected, and Betty?

As in a dream she had heard him, never re-
moving ber eyes from that awfnl, anguished
face. She felt as if she were turning to stone
as she sat there and beard the story of the cruci-
fixion.

''He wae wounded for our transgressions and
bruised for our iniquities," concluded tho
speaker, aud Betty rose with the others and
went mechanically out. and it wss not until she
saw ber coachman staring in amazement at ber
that she realized that her cheeks were wet wita
ber tears.

That evening ber lover gave a supper in ber
apartments to a few choice spirits. Amidst the
popping of champagne corks, loud laufhter and
suggestive conversation, Betty saw constantly
that tortured, pallid face. Turn where ehe
would, she eould not escape its awful potency.

The next day and the next, and many a day
after that Betty went to look at the picture. It
floated before her when she walked the crowded
streets, and when she waa alone that faee
haunted ber, and in the still watches of the
night it seemed to look at her with sad, re-

proachful eyes.
These were days of sore trial to Betty.' Her

heen eyes noted that she was fast losing the love
that w more than life to her. He was. grow,
icg tired of this entanglement, and wss prepar-
ing to break it off. She saw his indifference,
bis lassitude. At times ehe fiercely resented it
and prepared to battle for his love, then again
sank into apathetic dee-pai-r and allowed him to
drift forther away. At length the break came
and he left ber.

There was nothing for Betty bat to go back to
her sinking and dancing. But the charm of ber
piquant indi? id iality was gone. How could
she sing and dance while ber heart was break-in- cl

As often as possible she stole in to look at her
beloved pietur. "He suffered, too," sho would
s.-v-

y

. to herself, and in her unlettered way she
framed a little prayer, whieh she used to repeat
each time she went. Finally it seemed to poor,
simile Betty that the face no longer looked re-
proachfully at her, but that at timea it seemed
almost to smile.

The winter rolled by, and the spring eame,
bringing all sorts of sad remembrances to Betty. .

A year ago she saw him first she recalled their
meeting, and the time when be tld ber bow be
loved her, and how happy he would make ber.
A great sob rose in the girl's throat, but ehe
stared dry-eye- d at the' carriages rolling by her
as she fit in the park this balmy May after-
noon.

She bad walked a long ways, and was tired,
and sat resting now and watching the children
at play on the green close by. Rnsy-ebeeke- d

boys lay sprawling on the grass, and babies
leaped and crowded in their nurses' arms. One
tiny morsel of humanity had escaped from its
nurse, arM we toddling along by itself in great
clew, it was a gala day, and the park was filled
with people.

Suddenly above the crash of. the band there
rose a cry of horror. A runaway horse came
madly plunging down tne roadway. People fled
in all directions, shrieking with fright Tho
vicious animal, mad with terror and with the
noise and din. charged straight down upon the
plot of ground where the children were playing.
Directly in his path stood the tiny, sweet-face- d

baby girl in another instant the little
life would have been crushed out -

when suddenly there f Drang for-
ward a girl with est, white features. She
snatched the baby and tossed it out of danger
tLen went down under the flying brute, but even
as the iron hoofs beat upon ber brain she saw
tho fsce illumined with a nameless light, and it
smiled tenderlv in her dying eyes.

They lifted her, bleeding, mangled and sense
leas from the ground the police drove back the
frenzied crowd, and a bi officer raised tho
pretty head-o-n his knee.

"No use,' he muttered, "its all over for her,
poor girL"

A carriage drotre hastily up. and the rescued
ehiid was handed by its sobbing nurse to the
distracted mother, who had witnessed the whole
scene from a short distance.

. A tall, handsome man leaned from the same
carriage and pushed his way through the excited
crowd.

He came upon her lving there be saw the
soft blonde hair be had so often caressed all
rastted with blood and dirt the little hands he
bed so often kissed clenched in the agony of
death.

"Bettr!'' he groaned, as he knelt beside her
and lifted her in bis arms.

"Betty, was it you that saved my child!"
. She opened her eyes and looked for an ia-- N

atant into his.
Your child your child," she slghsd. Then

as the truto penetrated her dulled senses, with
a gentle smile she passed into the presence of
Him "who was wounded for our transgressions
and bruued for our iniquities."

Sam Small and the Jugwump.
Sam's Sermon la Pittsburg.

These swill-heade- d, pimple-noisd- , whisky-soake- d
buma aay that Sam Small is a crank. To

tbem I aay: "Yee. thank Ood. that a what he is.
What are your In nine eases out of ten he is
ashamed to tell what he is. He generallv is
nothing. I'd ratber be ealledacrank a thousand
times than be called what a number of you peo-
ple in East Liberty are. I'd rather be a crane
than a jngwump. A jugwump is one of those
old, cadaverous-looking- , pieus-appearin- c men
who walks into church with a saintly air, as if
be bad a pair of wings on under his coat. He
takes a seat In the amen corner and might look
heaven Ir. but he doesn't smell it. liis month
smells like a bunghole of a whisky-barre- L What
basinets bas a Christian got sucking a bottle?
His exeuse is tbst St. Pant told Timothy to take
tome for his stomach's sake. Your stomachs

a perennial chronie echo. It's wonderfulget they know what St. Paul said to Timothy.
If yon would examine then you would find that
tnej don't kfcow anythior elae iu the Bible ex-cs- pt

vbsl L PftOi told td Timsthj.

does not seem likely to be abandoned, but it is
almost exclusively the property of married
women, whether youthful or matronly, and is
never worn by young girls, who select jackets
resembling those worn with riding habits, natty
English short coats, and glove-fittin- g French
redingotes for traveling and long walks iu the
country.

LOUISA MAY ALCOtT.

Tbs Popular Writer's Recollections of Her
Childhood. '

Being born on the birthday of Columbus I
seem to have something of my patron saint's
spirit cf adventure, aud running away was one
of the delights of my childnood. Many a social
lunch have I sbared with hospitable Irish beggar
children, as we ate our crusts, cold potatoes
and salt fish on voyages of discovery among the
ash heaps of the waste land that then lay where
the Albany atation (Boston) now standa. Many
an important picnic bare I had on the dear old
Boston Common, with strange boys, pretty
babies and friendly docs, who always seemed to
feel that this reckless young person needed look-
ing after. On one occasion the town-crie- r fouod
me fast asleep at 9 o'clock at nicbt on a
doorstep in Bedford street, with my head pil-
lowed on the curly, breast, of. a big Newfound-
land, who was with difficulty persuaded to re-
lease the weary little wanderer who bad sobbed
berself to sleep there. I often smile aa I pass
that door, aud never forget to give a grateful pat
to every bier doc I meet, for never have I slept
more soundly than on that dusty step, nor found
a better friend than that coble animal who
watched over the lost baby so faithfully.

My father's school was the only one I ever
went to, and, when this was broken up because
be in trod need methods now all the fashion, our
lessons went on at borne; for be was always sure
of four little pupils who firmly believed in their
teacher, though they have not done him all the
credit he deserved. I nerer liked arithmetic or
grammar and dodged these branches on all oc-
casions; but reading, composition, history and
geography I enjoyed, as well as the stories read
to us with a skill which made the dullest charm-
ing and useful. "Pilgrim's Progress," Krum-mache- rs

'Parables," Miss Edgeworth. and the
best of the dear old fairy tales made that hour
the pleasantest of our day. On Sundays we
bad a simple service of Bible stories, hymns,
and conversation about the state of our little
consciencies and the conduct of our childish
lives, whieh never will be forgotten.

Walks each morning round the Common while
in the city and long tramps over bill and dale
when our borne was in the country were a part
of our education, as well as every sort of house-
work, for which I have always been very grate-
ful, since such knowledge makes one independ-
ent in these days of domeetio tribulation with
the help who are too often only hindrances.

Needlework began early, and at ten my skill-
ful sister made a linen, shirt beautifully, while
at twelve 1 set np as a dolls dressmaker, with
my sign out and wonderful models in my win-
dow. All the children employed me, and my
turbans . were the rage at one time
to the great dismay of the neieb-bor- s

bens, who were hotly hunted
down that I miebt tweak out their downiest
feathers to adorn the dolls headgear. Active
exercise was my slight from the time when a
child of six I drove my hoop around the Com-
mon without stopping, to the days when I did
my twenty miles in fire hours and went to a
party in the evening.

Emer.'oo remained my beloved "Mas-
ter" while he lived, doing more for me, as for
many another young soul, tban be ever knew,
by the simple beauty of his life, the truth and
wisdom of his books, the example of a good,
great man untempted and unspoiled by the
world, which be bad made nobler while in it, and
left rieher when be went. The Cono ard days
were the happiest of my life, for we had charm-
ing playmates in the little Emersons, Chan-nin- e.

Hawthorne's, and Goodwins, with the
Illustrious parents and their friends to enjoy our
pranks and share our excursions. At sixteen I
began to teach twenty pupils, and for ten years
learned to know and love children. The story
writing went on all the while
with the usual trials of beginners.
Fairy tales told the Emersons made
the first printed book, and "Hospital Sketches"
the first successful one. Every experience
went into the cauldron to come out as froth,
or evaporate in smoke, till time and suffering
strengthened and clarified the mixture of
truth and fancy, and a wholesome draught
for children began to flow pleasantly and profit-
ably.

Uetty Green's Thrift.
New Tork Letter.

Mrs. Hetty Greens operations and invest-
ments are enormous. She is extremely econom-
ical. She held Reading bonds, but refused to
come in under the plan of reorganization till
the last moment She walked into the offiee of
Brown Bros, carrying a dilapidated bag that
might porsihly, from appearances, contain an
eld maid's lunch. It held $100,000 worth of
Reading bonds. She is fearless, and carries
around a fortune aa she would a pair of bine
woolen stockings to be wtrn over her shoes in
snow-storms- .

Bre are my bonds,r she said to the elerk.
The time for depositing them bad expired in
New York.

"Can't receive them here, madam;" said the
clerk, poiitely. "We would have to send them
to Philadelphia. You have only one day more
there."

What would it cost to send $100,000 wo rtb
there?" she asked.

One hundred and ten dollars." was the ans
wer. It was worth that much for service and
insurance.

"What!" she exclaimed, eyeing him sharply.
"One hundred and ten dollars, and the fare
there is only 12.50! 1 wilLro myself." And she
did. She is one cf the few successful women
speculating in Wei atreet.

Probably Not.
St. Oouis Posl-D;atc- b. '

We do sot bear of soy one bitting that ths
St Louis convention will give a hearty indorse
ment to Mr. Cleveland s civil-servic- e rexora
letters.


